FATHERS AND CHILDREN
vitch, what are you torturing me for? What
have I done to you ? How can such things be
said?'.,.
* Fenitchka/ said Pavel Petrovitch, in a sorrow-
ful voice, * you know I saw .. /
* What did you see?'
* Well, there ... in the arbour/
Fenitchka crimsoned to her hair and to her
ears* c How was I to blame for that ? * she
articulated with an effort
Pavel Petrovitch raised himself up. "You
were not to blame ? No ? Not at all ?'
11 love Nikolai Petrovitch, and no one else in
the world, and I shall always love him !' cried
Fenitchka with sudden force, while her throat
seemed fairly breaking with sobs. * As for what
you saw, at the dreadful day of judgment I will
say I *m not to blame, and wasn't to blame for
it, and I would rather die at once if people can
suspect me of such a thing against my bene-
factor, Nikolai Petrovitch.'
But here her voice broke, and at the same time
she felt that Pavel Petrovitch was snatching
and pressing her hand.... She looked at him,
and was fairly petrified. He had turned even
paler than before; his eyes were shining, and
what was most marvellous of all, one large
solitary tear was rolling down his cheek
'Femtchha!* he was saying m a strange
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